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visited London to inspect the progress of the work, one
of us would meet him at Euston to accompany him in the
cab, telling him results of the tests, and receiving instruc-
tions, so that none of his precious minutes should be lost.
Later, when I was working mainly in Edinburgh with
Fleeming Jenkin, Thomson's visits from Glasgow were
thrilling events. He was then President of the Royal
Society of Edinburgh, a lively central figure in it and
author of many communications. After the meetings
he would occasionally take me on to the Evening Club,
where I would sit silently receptive, while Tait and Crum
Brown and other giants talked with him and smoked
churchwarden pipes. Except for such placid moments
my memories of those visits are memories of hurry and
distraction.

Sometimes I went to Glasgow to discuss business with
him or to make some test in his laboratory.    I recall
vividly the quick lame step, the penetrating criticism, the
generous appreciation.  There were visits to James White's
shop in Sauchiehall Street, where, passing at once into the
little workshop behind, he would give his directions to the
instrument-maker and scribble on a torn envelope the
only ' working-drawing' that in those days ever helped
to bring his inventions to the birth.   I recall too, in his
own house, the frequent fits of abstraction, when, pulling
out of his pocket the green quarto note-book that was
always there, he would bury himself in some calculation,
oblivious, as it appeared, of what was going on around,
neglectful even of his favourite parrot's repeated invita-
tions to join in the whistling of a part song.    It was
tjxat observant bird which was so often driven to exclaim,
jo, accents of well-merited reproach:   ' Late again, Sir
William/

Often ons met there Ms elder brother James, a man of
origiaality and independence of thought, to